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terse as this is, it is 
given to us in bits 
carelessly shorn 
from rocky slopes, 
of this I can only 
say nothing comes 
with things built in, 
it’s always sharp edges, 
crevices, crags, precipice, 
abrupt plunges into “wants,” 
what subsists between us 
happens in canyons lined 
in blue waters where this 
slides down to a dense 
bottom, I can’t retrieve 
you twice in the same 
way, it must be terse 
because real is terse, 
tense because it’s so 
frail, pine cones held 
in a child’s hand, snapped. 
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| “In Your Eyes,” the song goes, 

I “the resolution of all my fruitless 

| searches,” only what I see in your 

j eyes is fruidess, and what Shelley 

: might have called “luminous green 

i orbs” look like turbid wastelands, 

jf capable of ruining any day I might 

* have you nipping at my heels. This 

i is what I think about her, but don’t 

| 

| dare say, she’s too young to know 

anything about wastelands, I’m an 
! old scorpion with mud of my own. 
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L tbe lady sings 
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• the village, come (earn 
5 be S 00 ^ African women.’ 
,les ba S fr °m the charity 
hold our breath again i 
b unfold like a multi 
Pfe see a flash of red and 

«re this time there will 

[ 0ur beds at night; we 
t mother holds it up and 


’ aod too small for 


any 


|at us. 

'faster . 1 And then 
> time for the mothers 
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\ towis over and lines 
tand give pencils 
^ ern before our 

tfat ladies into 
tye. As they drive 
joot. Instead we 
[throws to u s f rom 

nces - as he does 
there.’ 
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ior store, linoleum 
f &wr, wine she chose 

was always deep red, 
dark, bitter aftertaste, 
unlike her hare torso, 
which has in it 
all that ever was 
of drunkenness— 
| 110 miss someone terribly, 
to both still be in love, as 
she severs things because 

she thinks she must— 
exquisite torture, its 
a different bare torso, 

(my own) that’s incarnadine^ 
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